So that was it!

His eyes closed. The study, Russia, the world, re-
volved madly about his head. He heard his own voice
repeating: "My God. ... my God. . . ." and, after-
wards,''Mother-----"

Gradually the whirling universe slackened its pace
and came at last to a halt. His study at the English
Embassy grew clear again. The normal outlines of life
reasserted themselves. He returned to the passage in
the newspaper:

" We regret to announce the death on Monday
last, March 30th, of the Dowager Marchioness
of Stone, at her house in Great Stanhope
Street. . , ."

March 30th. Nearly a month ago.

He rose, and the newspaper fell to the ground.
Standing by the uncurtained window, he watched, for

long time, the descent of the twilight upon the roofs
and domes of Petersburg.

Hours passed, or seemed to pass. Darkness in-
vaded the room. The house was queerly, oppressively
silent.

In his pocket, burning him, he was conscious of her
last letter, a longish letter, not very cheerful regarding
her own affairs, but beginning in the familiar style:
"My dearest beloved Norton-----"

He remembered, now, that he had never answered
that letter. She had waited and hoped and found ex-
cuses for him. No doubt she had prayed. And nothing
had happened. God had failed her.

The door opened. Willy, white-faced, with scared
and anxious eyes, peered into the room.